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clearly than any one, has seen that there is no
fine nationality without literature, and seen
the converse also, that there is no fine litera-
ture without nationality.

August^, tSfy

LADY WILDE

LONDON has been empty a long while now, all
folk who could having fled to the continent or
Brighton or elsewhither in search of green
fields and sea winds. They will soon be on
their way home, with much secret satisfac-
tion, for your Londoner, in spite of all he may
say, does not much care for the country. He
is not used to be alone, and considers the joys
of country solitude a fiction of the poets, all
the pleasanter to read about because it is only
fiction and no reality questioning his own
noisy and talkative existence.

Lady Wilde still keeps up, in spite of Lon-
don's emptiness, her Saturday afternoon re-
ceptions, though the handful of callers con-
trasts mournfully with the roomful of clever
people one meets there in the season. There
is no better time, however, to hear her talk
than now, when she is unburdened by weary
guests, and London has few better talkers.